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and clusters of blossoms upon smooth^ russet-coloured branches.
A pair of Himalayan pie floated off into the woods, trailing their
graceful powder-blue tail-feathers behind them* No homely
associations could outlive that sudden vision of crimson blooms
and brilliant plumage* and we walked on engrossed again in
the examination of the new and the strange*

The path had veered sharp left over the crest now? and we
found ourselves beginning* to drop down the farther slope?
following a small ravine. " I, no other, supervised the making
of this bit of road/9 exclaimed Jai Datt proudly. At last, in
a grove of fir we caught the glint of fires- Our men had already
made themselves at home; some were engaged in carrying water
from the stream* others were squatting over stew-pots? or
merely enjoying that sweet art of doing nothing which we are,
to our loss, on the way to forgetting in this hard-driven society
of ours. This was Magra? the first of our camps.